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LA MISSION:THE SERMON FOR THE STEPS 
OF THE ZIGGURAT IN OUR HEARTS. 


Brothers and Sisters, gather round. It is the time to band 
together and continue our tradition of functioning as a 
community for endless hours (that stretch seemingly 
infinitely to the past and to the future) to the beat of our 
hearts, minds and that goddamn fucking bass drum. Is 
this Freedom Rock? Hell Yeah! Well turn it UP! But it 
is also time to band together and fucking talk, fucking 
discuss, fucking analyze, and fucking agitate. This is no time for individualist. 
Libertarian hedonism. This is the New Revolutionary Epoch. Intellectualism is 
missing from our parties. What has happened to the minority identity politic 
music, is it only now being played for privileged honkies? Because we can 
celebrate and creatPttopian spaces, but there are people suffering all over the 
world too, and we should do something about it, while still enjoying ourselves 
and laughing. And fucking. La Mission supports a lof of fucking, as long as it 
isn't being done for procreation purposes. 

La Mission is a Community. La Mission is a Collective. La Mission is a Cult. La 
Mission is a Situationist Art Gang. La Mission is a Anarcho-Syndicalist terror 
cell. La Mission is a Family. La Mission is You. La Mission is US. La Mission 
is gonna strip you butt nekkid. gonna check all your body cavities, gonna give 
you a shower, gonna give you a goodie bag. gonna give you a clean sheet and a 
towel, you at home with us now children, you understand me? you home with 
us now. La Mission is funded by the community. La Mission is not for profit, 
not obsessed with the slave master of capital. 

Our generation, and many generations before it have been beat down by 
capital, that dragon lord and its many blind minions who seek to do nothing 
but crush us underfoot in the search of more. It may be the Ouroboros, but we 
are always the tail. We are always being gnashed in the teeth of a corrupt and 
vile system. And now we are chased by a New Okhrana, a New Third Section, a 
New Special Branch. Jack booted thugs at the ready to savejthe Dollar, the Euro, 
the Canadian Loony and the Vietnamese Dong. And we will be dragged before 
their kangaroo courts and we will say "Your Honor, years ago I recognized my 
kinship with all living beings, and I made up my mind that I was not one bit 
better than the meanest on earth. I said then, and I say now, that while there is a 
lower class, I am in it, and while there is a criminal element I am of it, and while 
there is a soul in prison, I am not free." 

So Join La Mission. Our revolution has parties, our revolution performs, our 
revolution has 660 horsepower and a fucking fleet of boats. Drink the Kool-Aid. 
Agitate, Educate, Organize. Oh Honey please don't give your heart to a world 
system based on exploitation of the luckless, give your heart to US! 








PAY ATTENTION: NEUROSCIENCE 

We perceive ourselves as embedded in the world, with the sights, sounds and smells of our 
surroundings entering our sense organs and giving us a relatively complete and accurate picture of 
our local environment. However, we can only consciously process a small sliver of what enters our 
sense organs. Imagine you are at a crowded party - you clearly cannot listen to all conversations 
at once, you must choose which person to listen to and focus your attention on them. Similarly, if 
you are sitting in a classroom listening to a lecture, you can choose to listen to the teacher, or you 
can instead zone out and focus on your own thoughts and memories, but you cannot do both at the 
same time. From a neural processing prospective, this is very interesting; as the input coming into 
your sense organs is the same either way. If you are focused on the material, then it is processed, 
understood, and remembered, while if you are zoning out, that same sensory input is somehow lost 
along the way, such that you will not comprehend the material or remember it later. 

In my research, I am interested in understanding how the brain channels sensory input depending 
on whether or not the organism is engaged with the input. We use mice as a research model, as 
though they are obviously less cognitively sophisticated than humans, they still have to attend or 
ignore sensory input just like us. In order to understand how attention affects the sensory processing, 
we first need a way to monitor the activity of neurons in the appropriate regions of the brain. To 
do this, we inject a synthesized adeno-associated virus into the visual cortex of the mice. This virus 
is not harmful (just in case, it has been altered to make it incapable of replicating), but it does enter 
the neurons near the injection site. This virus has been modified so that instead of causing the 
neuron to make viral capsules (as a virus normally would), it instead causes the neuron to make 
a fluorescent protein. This protein glows a very bright green, and has been engineered such that 
the brightness changes depending on the concentration of calcium inside the cell. When neurons 
become active, there are ion channels on their membrane that open, allowing ions (including 
calcium) to rush into the cell. Thus, when neurons become active, calcium will enter the neuron and 
increase the fluorescence of the proteins. If you are watching a video of the neuron, this will cause it 
to blink whenever the neuron becomes active. By infecting many neurons with the virus, one could 
potentially observe the activity of thousands of neurons simultaneously. However, these neurons 
are embedded deep in the brain. Since visible light will just bounce off the surface of the brain, there 
is no way to see the neurons using traditional approaches. Instead, we take advantage of 2-photon 
microscopy, which uses a high energy titanium-sapphire laser to focus an (invisible) infrared beam 
deep into the brain. Infrared light generally goes right through brain tissue. However, when we 
focus the beam to a single point deep in the brain, the individual photons will run into each other at 
the focus point and act like shorter-wavelength visible ligM If the focus happens to be on a neuron, 
we can use a high-sensitivity detector to measure the fluorescence from the neuron. By scanning 
the laser beam across a volume of tissue, we can acquire images of thousands of neurons. And by 
continuously scanning at high temporal resolution, we can make movies that show the neurons 
blinking as they become active. Since the infrared beams go through the brain (and even the skull), 
we can do this while a mouse is awake without causing the animal any pain or distress. 


After injecting the virus, we then train the mice to perform a difficult visual task in which they have 
to respond or withhold response depending on the orientation of a sinusoidal grating stimulus. To 
perform the task correctly (and thereby earn liquid rewards), they have to pay careful attention to 
the visual stimulus. We then withdraw the reward spout and show them the same visual stimuli. 
However, this time there is no reward to be earned, so they will generally not pay any attention 
to the stimulus. We can then compare the responses of neurons in their visual cortex under these 
conditions to see how the visual information is being processed and routed. So far, we have found 
that in the primary visual cortex (the first part of the cortex that receives visual information from 
the retina), the neurons respond similarly to the visual stimulus, regardless of whether or not the 
mouse was paying attention to it. However, our preliminary results suggest that in distal sensory 
areas, the neurons respond much more robustly if the mouse is paying attention to the stimulus. 
This suggests that attention may be acting to improve communication between early sensory areas 
and distal sensory areas, effectively changing the routing of sensory information within the brain. 
This suggests that early sensory cortex might be acting like a switching board, processing large 
amounts of information and utilizing internal and external cues to decide which sensory inputs 
; important, and then routing that information to the regions of the brain that underlie conscious 








THE COSMO QUIZ 

La Mission's Guide to finding what kind of Cult Leader Lifestyle you lead. 


1) What's your favorite accessory? 

a. My clone. But you're not allowed to see it. 

b. A machete, for carving out our new jungle utopia. 

c. My inexplicably moist copy of Hickey's „Various States of Disrepair." 

d. Duh, magic underwear. 

2) What's your one guilty pleasure? 

a. Masturbation. When you're the reincarnation of Gandhi, Jesus, 
Lenin, and Buddha, „sex for one" is always interesting. 

b. Online dating. 

c. Wives. Nothing beats a fresh helpmeet when you're feeling down. 

d. None of my pleasures are guilty. 


a. Pump-action shotguns and flat-top fades. 

b. Stiletto boots. They cover the wanton parts of your ankles while causing enough pain to 
mortify the flesh. 

c. We celebrate all manifestations of sexuality and sensuality. But we draw the line at boring 
footwear. 

d. A tropical jungle is no place for heels, baby. 



3) Pumps or flats? 



4)_is the new black. 

a. Underage 

b. Human genetic engineering 

c. Blood 

d. A multi-ethnic, integrated rainbow 

5) Forget the little black dress, what's your essential nightwear? 

a. A smear of Pentobarbital and a young, impressionable disciple. 

b. My Imitation of Christ balaclava. 

c. Did I already mention my magic underwear? 

d. Ass-less chaps: easy access for anal probes, in case of alien visitation. 



6) On the hot-sauce scale of sex appeal, where do you rate? (e.g., tabasco, salsa, 
ketchup, mayonnaise) 


a. Genetically modified habanero. 

b. Mayonnaise is spicy, right? 

c. Lime Jello 

d. Escabeche-flavored magma dredged from the Earth's Core. 

7) On the first date, I... 

a. Integrate. 

b. Inseminate. 

c. Swallow. 

d. All of the above. 



8) What's your favorite conversation topic on the first date? 

a. How there's no heaven in the sky, so we'll just have to make one down here. 

b. Aliens and Formulal racing. 

c. My website, www.cumbeards.com 

d. About marrying my father's wives after his death. 
















































9) If you were one of those insufferable ironic t-shirts with text on it, yours 
would read: 

a. Haters Gonna Hate 

b. I AM the Afterparty! 

c. Submissive Ladies Do It Better! 

d. Taste the Rainbow! 

10) If you don't get what you want, you... 

a. Commit revolutionary suicide and take about 900 of your closest friends with you. 

b. File a defamation lawsuit. 

c. Engage in some punitive matchmaking. 

d. Change the world. 


THE CULT LEADER LIFE YOU LEAD IS: 

Warren Steed Jeffs (10 POINTS - 15 POINTS) 

Warren Steed Jeffs, creepy and captivating 
president of the Fundamentalist Church of 
Latter Day Saints (aka ULTRA MORMONS), 
real estate mogul, misogynist, former fugitive, 
and current prisoner. Once placed on the 
FBI Ten Most Wanted List (swoon!) for such 
admirable godly acts as incest, rape, and child 
sexual assault, you now reside in a prison in 
Texas, where you spend time fasting, practicing 
Celestial Marriage with your remaining wives, 
and preparing for your parole hearing on July 
22, 2038. Thank God. 

Jim Jones (15 POINTS - 25 POINTS) 

Jim Jones, charismatic leader of the downtrodden, working poor people of color. You were able to 
use some strange socialist teachings in conjunction with fear and love of God to convince hundreds 
of people to give all of their earthly possessions to you and move to the jungle in Guyana only to 
be slaughtered when the US congress caught wind of your crazy utopian ideas. Stay away from us, 
dude. 

Rael (25 POINTS - 35 POINTS) 

Holy fucking shitsnacks, you are batshit crazypants. You somehow manage to combine the swagger 
of a Formulal race-car driver with the smooth-talking, panty-wetting abilities of someone who has 
hung out with aliens and met all the deities of the world's major religions on another fucking planet 
for coffee. Probably followed by an orgy. We're not even sure if you're you or a clone of you —and 
that's awesome. Hey, maybe you wanna join forces like Voltron? 

La Mission ( 35 POINTS - INFINITY) 

ONE OF US. ONE OF US. ONE OF US. 
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VERONIKA'S CULT COUTURE 


When we speak of couture, we immediately think of a privileged, small group of people that are 
well known for their craftsmanship as well as for their elaborate techniques for creating clothes that 
are often considered to be works of art. They challenge our perception of reality, astonish us, and 
make us think/dream. At least that's how it was in the olden days. Nowadays, it is more likely to 
be a vision, a concept, or an idea rather than artisanship that makes a person stand out as a coutu¬ 
rier or a cult figure. To name just a few highly recognized cult figures in fashion: Paul Poiret, Yves 
Saint Laurent, Coco Chanel, Cristobal Balenciaga, Valentino Garavani (Valentino), Yohji Yamamoto, 
Alexander McQueen etc. Most of them are designers, but there are also other public figures like 
models, politicians, actors, musicians etc., who became iconic for their style(s) and fashion(s). 

Some of these iconic characters still influence current fashion and design. One of these is Sun Ra, 
a jazz musician, poet, and Afrofuturist philosopher. Known for his eccentric "cosmic" philosophy, 
ideas, and outrageous outfits, he believed that people needed music and that music could save the 
world. In the film, "Space is the place" (1974), directed by Jim Newman, Sun Ra plays himself—or, 
to be more precise, he doesn't play anyone; he's just himself. In the movie, he claims to be the am¬ 
bassador from the intergalactic regions of the Council of Outer Space (23:38-23:46) and proposes 
transporting and settling African Americans on another planet—to a better place in space—using 
music as a way to escape destiny (especially for black people) (02:25-03:00). 

Here we are. It's clear now where the big trend for platform shoes 
comes from: Sun Ra is at it again, sharing his creative pool of fashion 
ideas. In the movie, "Space is the Place" (1974) he appears wearing 
these shiny, striped lace-up platforms in silver/gold with a red line, 
visually separating the upper shoe from the chunky cork sole. Actually, 
the shoes appear first, and then Mr. Ra teleports himself into them. 
He introduces himself to the group of black kids as the ambassador 
from the intergalactic regions of the Council of Outer Space (23:38 
- 23:46). The kids notice Sun Ra's shoes (they're hard to miss!) and 
ask him about them. Here is an excerpt from the conversation: "Why 
your shoes so big?" - boy (23:48). "What kind of shoes have you got 
on your feet?" - girl (24:08). Sun Ra gives a quick look at his shoes, 
but he doesn't answer the question. He is just there listening to the 
kids, waiting. Finally the conversation turns to another subject: the 
question of appearance and reality. "How do we know you are for 
real?" asks one of the girls (23:50). Sun Ra replies: "How do you 
know I am real? I am not real. I am just like you. You don't exist in 
this society. If you did, your people wouldn't be seeking equal right. 
You are not real. If you were, you would have some status among the 
nations of the world. So we're both myths. I do not come to you as the 
reality, I come to you as the myth, because it's what black people are. 


Clothes—especially shoes—have always been an indicator of social 
status, linked closely to how much money one has and is able to spend. 

Clothes provide a basis for first impressions, and they can play a 
decisive role in who is included and excluded. 

Sun Ra saw his music as a tool for the education and liberation of black people first and foremost. 
But at the same time, he didn't want to identify too closely with any race, claiming that he was not 
from Earth, but rather from Saturn. He dropped his real name (Herman P. Blount) and took the 
name, "Sun Ra," derived from the ancient Egyptian sun-god, Ra. He developed a complex persona 




Myths." (24:30 -24:56). 







using Afrofuturism, lyrical poetry, and an eccentric "mixed" dress style that drew from the ele¬ 
ments and characteristics of a variety of cultures and eras. 

In the mid—fifties. Sun Ra founded the orchestra called "The Arkestra," a music group that he led 
until his death in 1993. During performances, Arkestra members donned colorful, glittering outfits: 
a combination of traditional African garb and space-age costumes. Sun Ra's outfit was usually the 
most outrageous of the lot, accessorized with some absurd headdress/headgear and a flowing cloak. 
In performance, he often looked like an otherworldly hybrid of ancient Egyptian priest, astronaut 
and African tribesman. His headdresses, made of metallic ring chains woven together into a beanie 
or a wig made of small metallic discs, evoked an image of a warrior in armor. 

Here, Sun Ra proves his witty styling skills: 
he pairs a psychedelic-print garment—fea¬ 
turing rows of colourful dots—with a cloak, 
printed with ancient Egyptian hierogly¬ 
phics. And tops it off with a bulky lion's- 
head necklace and his hallmark, a metallic 
hat/wig. 

By the way, Anna dello Russo (editor in chief 
for Vogue Japan), who is well known for her 
passion for opulent accessories, would be 
very jealous of Sun Ra's necklace. 




Sun Ra was also a visionary and a trendsetter, and he still inspires high—end fashion designers. 
"The first thing to do is to consider time as officially ended", he states in the beginning sequence 
in "Space is The Place" (1974). The goal is the other side of time: eternity. How to get there, how 
to change the world, you would ask? Sun Ra would probably say: by looking at the problems, not 
ignoring them, and really doing something to solve them, and of course through music. Yes, music 
can save the world! 

Sun Ra wearing animal print back in the 70's. This trend, obviously 
established by Sun Ra, still holds today: some of the largest fashion 
houses showcased animal print in their designs for the upcoming 
Spring Season 2013. Some examples are Just Cavalli, Thakoon Ad¬ 
dition, Valentino (see Just Cavalli Resort 13, Thakoon Addition Re¬ 
sort 13, and Valentino Resort 13 below). 

Sun Ra is thus a trendsetter. 




END. 
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RESEARCHING BOOTY-SHAKIN'MUSIC 

In Our Glorious Leader Beaner's rousing and impassioned’ ^S^rmon to 
the People, which Means YOU, Buddy/' he makes it clear in l-iq uncertain 
terms that our Cult is a political one. "This is no time for individualist. 
Libertarian hedonism," he says, rejecting a neoliberal ideology of 
fun that is too high on its own specialness to consider what it would 
mean to share the fun. La Mission intends to combat this supposedly 
"politics-free" approach to party music, which congratulates itself on' 
its independence froriUpolitics "and its freedom frorn responsibility 
while ignoring that dancing to booty-shaking music is something we. 

„ _ rf ^ ._ do together—with strangers, friends, fuckbuddies, and frenemies on 

a danceff^r'.thati offers us the opportunity to hang together in new, less fucked-up, collectively 
fcriergizing ways'.-TjH ^ . 

But La Mission certainly isn't anti-fun. Heavens no. We're pro-fun and pro-political-engagement 
/■;arid pro-minority-respect and pro-booty-shaking and pro-absurdist-cult-humor and pro-sexy- 
times. As Comrade Beaner says, "La Mission supports a lot of fucking, as long as it isn't being done 
for procreation purposes." Of course, our well-read political agitator here is making an indirect 
allusion to the so-called "anti-social" strain of queer politics/theory; this argues that queers and 
. . queer sex are politically powerful because they interfere with society's hetero-reproductive life- 
narratives, which is the primary way that society maintains its (unequal, exploitative) status quo. 

. And Brother Beaner points to one of the central concerns of La Mission's project when he asks, "What 

has happened to the minority-identity-politic music? Is it now only being played for privileged / 
/ honkies?" To all those privileged party kids that want to enjoy their music politics-free. La Mission / 
./. - - wants to remind them that dance music was political from the start, dammit. The question of who 
gets to gather, wh6 gets to dance. Who makes the music, who makes th'e money...these are all 
political questions. What kinds of fun will be permitted, and what kinds will be forbidden? Which 
worlds and communities will your music create? How will the music scene work? What's keeping 

. -« M to s ethef §a WMMf&S 

-•.'./ A lot of these political questions have washed out of the conversations we have about dance 
rft:; music now. There's lots of talk about authenticity and vinyl purism and how much everybody 
hates "mainstream" music (if that isn't a politically-charged concept...) and so on, but we seem 
to have forgotten that disco and house used to fill the spaces of refuge for ethnic minorities and 
sexual outcasts, using sound to imagine the feeling of a better life than this one. We've forgotten the 
way that breakbeat, jungle, and drum'n'bass provided a powerful way to communicate the darker 
aspects of urban life while still making it fun and exhilarating. 

P/ ^>1 * *■ * ’ A . ^ * Vf f if* L'-’.A' -7^" A ■■d* - ^ , flB flP 

But these issyes .have suryived-in the academic histories and analyses of disco, house, rave, and 
other electronic dance music ‘PPM) scenes. The issue of women's participation and representation 
in dajice music, for example, was already being raised in 1993 by Angela McRobbie, who points out 
L that.women were being excluded from activities in the EDM iridustry that went beyond dancing 
and entertaining men. Barbara Bradby (1993) and Susana Loza (2001) highlight the messy politics 
of music where female voices are sampled by predominantly male producers to convey narrow 
. • and surprisingly conservative ideas of femininity. More optimistically but still critically, Maria Pini 
(2001) focuses on how club culture opened up new avenues for women to define what it means 
to be a woman, while Fiona Hutton (2006) examines how female clubbers dealt with the (sexual. 
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icgcti, social) risks of nightlife economies. And just this year, Rebekah Farrugia published a 1 
female DJs and their relationship to technology, entitled Beyond the Dance Floor (a clear r< 
to McRobbie's essays V 1 ^" 


book on 
reference 


One of the most obviously political issues in EDM culture is that of exclusion and stereotyped'/ 1 
representations along racial, ethnic, and class lines. In one of the first book-length analyses of dance 
musjpsceries, Sarah Thorn tori (1996) points out that- the demographics of clubs are heavily impacted 
by sexuality, ethnicity, and class —she even observes that, ironically, minority bouncers are often 
\ " used to enforce racist and classist door policies that usually use a "dress code" as an alibi. In the 
/-/ ; same year, Sharma, Sanjay, John Hutnyk, and Ashwani Sharma published a collection of essays that . 
examine the impact that Bhangra and post-Bhangra scenes have had on the public profile of Indian/ 
South-Asian youth in the UK. More than ten years later, Alejandro Madrid (2008) examines the 
flourishing of Nor-Tec dance music in the Mexican-US borderlands and what it means for Latinos, 
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who have so often been written out of the history of dance music. Even in my own Ph.D dissertation 
on intimacy in the EDM scenes of Paris, Berlin, and Chicago, I noticed how many parties seem to be 
set up to filter out certain people—whether passively or actively. This is just a brief overview of a 
much larger archive of scholarship. 

Another major stream of EDM studies has fcehihaf of spirituality’^nd religion, which obviously 
deals with politics as it intersects with ethics, morality, and life-building. Much of the research on 
this theme has focused on Goa trance'./ psytrance.in particular (eig.^.D"Andrea 2007; St. John 2004, 
2009; Sylvan 2005), which also brings-up complicated and uncomfortable debates about the cultural 
borrowing of "exotic" Eastern cultures (Fatone 2001) and the racial segregation of;dance floors in a 
community that values openness-and non-discrimination (Saldanha 2007). 

But, for La Mission, the point of origin for booty-shakin' music politics is the queer minority nightlife 
scenes of disco and early house. Starting'in .the late 60s in New York City, queer blacks and Latinos, 
drag queens of many shades, and straigHt^ift-not-narrow allies created little pockets of space in 
the urban landscape where they could be-Safe, be themselves, be someone else for a minute, be 
with others they normally couldn't associate with, and so dn.lMusic was (and continues to be) an 
essential part of these worlds. You hear this in DJ Sprinkles/Terre Thaemlitz's "Midtown 120 Blues," 
whose spoken-word intro makes the political stakes of post-disco house abundantly and painfully 
clear. Remember when lower Manhattan wasn't a Giuliani-Disneyfied yuppie playground? Where 
did all those queer freaks go, do you think? Snippets of these worlds occasionally surface in the 
form of documentary films (e.g. Paris is Burning) and nostalgic deep house samples, but where are 
they now? 

Over the past decade or so, EDM scholarship has been trying to answer these questions, too. There's 
Tim Lawrence's (2003) masterful history of NYC dance music in the 70s, or his recent analysis 
of the "gay white aesthetic" at The Saint durine the 80s (2011). There's Kai Fikentscher's (2000) 
ethnography of the "underground dance musie-'^&e^rie in NYC during the 80s and early 90s. There 
Stephen Amico's (2001, 2006) work on masculinity anS ethnicity in gay dance music scenes. There's 
Fiona Buckland's poignant account of "queer l^offd-making" in the New York club scenes of the 
late 90s. There's Romon Rivera-Servera's (2004Ye§say on how Latino/a queer dance events provide 
the ground for the performance of utopia. AqjI that': 

EP: utopias and 
forcing a better 
the time. Tha$s 


pianism. Utopias aren't just, 
'd into existence, and then a: 


Stay tuned. Jp 
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AUNT JEMIMA'S SWEET AND SPICY FISHY SAMMICH 

Serves 4 

INGREDIENTS 

one box of Gorton's crunchy, breaded fish sticks 
8 slices white sandwich bread 
4 tablespoons butter, softened 
1/2 cup mayonnaise 
2 ribs celery, minced 

2 tablespoons minced red onion 
1 tablespoon pickle relish 

1 teaspoon fresh dill, chopped fine 
1/2 cup (4 fl oz) Aunt Jemima syrup 

3 tablespoons Tapatio hot sauce 
salt and pepper to taste 
lettuce 

tomato slices 

4 slices American cheese 

DIRECTIONS 

Preheat the oven to 450° F. Arrange the fish sticks on a baking sheet and set 
aside. Arrange the sliced bread on a separate baking sheet and using about half 
a tablespoon of butter per slice, butter both sides of the bread. When the oven 
has preheated, place both baking sheets in the oven. Bake the bread for 8-12 
minutes, or until both sides are evenly toasted. Bake the fish sticks as directed, 
or until they are golden brown and cooked throughout, about 20-25 minutes. 

In a bowl combine mayonnaise, celery, onion, relish, dill, syrup, hot sauce, salt 
and pepper. Shred the cooked fish sticks into the mayonnaise mixture and mash 
it all together very thoroughly but being sure to leave some larger pieces of fish 
intact. 

Arrange 4 pieces of toast on a serving platter and top with lettuce, tomato slices, 
and American cheese slices. Divide the fishy mixture evenly between the four 
slices of bread and top with remaining bread slice. For added sweetness drizzle 
additional Aunt Jemima's on top. For added spiciness, splash some additional 
Tapatio on top. For added fishiness, don't eat the sammich immediately but age 
it on your kitchen counter at room temperature (or warmer preferably) for up 
to four weeks before enjoying. 
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BROWN CORNER: „APPEARANCES DECEIVE" (ESPANOL) 

Lo que seguramente ya sabes es que Kahlo fue la pintora mexicana famosa, cuyos autorretratos 
mezclaban el surrealismo, imagenes indigenas, cejas espesas, una gama de colores exuberantes...y 
monos. 

Lo que quizas no sabes es que el cuerpo de Kahlo tuvo una historia bien diflcil y complicada; ella 
contrajo polio durante su infancia, lo cual la dejo con una pierna bastante mas flaca que la otra. 
Durante su adolescencia, una colision entre un autobus y un tranvia le aplasto y pincho el cuerpo, 
dejandola en un corse de yeso integral. La columna vertebral, la clavicula, la pelvis, las costillas, y el 
pie derecho eran solo algunas de las partes de su cuerpo que quedaron afectadas para el resto de su 
vida. Aun despues de su recuperacion, sus heridas la dejaron desfigurada y con dolor cronico. Ah, 
y tambien un pasamanos le atraveso desde la cadera izquierda hasta salir por la vagina, pinchando 
su utero. 

Lo que probablemente no sabes es que el esposo de Kahlo, Diego Rivera, mantenia sus vestidos 
ocultos de la mirada publica durante 50 anos. Los vestidos de Kahlo formaban una de sus 
caracteristicas distintas durante su vida, valorizando las tradiciones indigenas y campesinas en una 
epoca cuando los mexicanos de clase alta se vestian como Europeos. La decision de guardar su ropa 
bajo Have fue parcialmente para evitar su venta o degradation durante los primeros anos despues 
de que murio Kahlo, pero tambien tenia que ver con lo que revelaba aquellos vestidos acerca de 
su vida intima. Y este otono, el Museo Frida Kahlo ha anunciado que sus vestidos van a hacerse 
publico en un gran exhibition nueva. 

Es por eso que estas noticias dan nueva importancia a este dibujo, "Las Aparencias Enganan," que 
hemos trazado aqui. El cuerpo de Kahlo ha sido roto y reparado, pinchado y suturado, sufriendo 
de dolor interminable, malformado, fragil, marcado de cicatrices, capaz de concebir pero nunca 
de dar a luz. Y en este dibujo se puede ver su cuerpo como si fuera a traves de una radiografia: 
un corpino reforzado para mantener su torso derecho, una pierna mas delgada que la otra, y un 
chorrito de sangre corriendo por su pierna (un distinto estilistico de su pintura). Pero hay tambien 
la silueta volante de su vestido, envolviendo su cuerpo como un campo de fuerza protectivo. Kahlo 
solia hacer confeccionar sus vestidos a la medida, usando los elementos estilisticos de la vestimenta 
indigena tradicional para esconder su cuerpo herido de la mirada publica. 

Nosotros La Mision, interpretamos este como una metafora impactante para la experiencia "latina" 
ademas de para la manera en la cual respondemos a esa experiencia. Ya se puede celebrar la 
identidad latinoamericana por ser "hibrida" o "sincretica," pero su experiencia tambien puede ser 
una de fragmentation, desplazamiento, y perdida. La violencia del colonialismo europeo en las 
Americas ha dejado huecos y incoherencias en los narrativos de vidas latinas—fracturas narrativas 
que no se curan mas que se cicatrizan—y este sigue intensificando con las migraciones masivas 
inter-americanas, resueltas de pobreza y violencia. No hay origenes puros, ni familias nobles. Solo 
historiales orales de familia, con igualmente demasiado y insuficiente detalles. 

Pero la respuesta a tal desolation puede ser como los vestidos de Frida. Para bastante Latin@s, estos 
heridos historicos inspiran una sobreproduccion estetica que rellena y cubre los huecos sin prometer 
de arreglar ninguna cosa. Por ejemplo, los caracteres goticos y las ilustraciones del tatuaje latino, 
o las cejas dibujadas a lapiz y la intensidad neo-andaluza del maquillaje "chola," ambos podrian 
ser estimados como una forma de cicatriz estetica, allanandose un terreno de cuerpos desplazados 
y proporcionando una historia de vida con la cual uno puede (sobre)vivir. Antes, habia la ropa 
llamativa y extravagante de los pachucos, con sus "zoot suits" y sombreros garbosos que aspiraban 
a un mundo de glamor y una sociabilidad lisa que escondieron una realidad bastante mas dura. 
Como los vestidos de Frida, esta sobreproduccion a la superficie corporal proporciona una forma de 
armadura para un cuerpo que ha sido sometido a las depredaciones del racismo, clasismo, sexismo, 
etc... 

Reconocemos este reflejo protectivo y sobreproductivo en el trabajo de La Mision. Buscamos 
a rectificar los problemas que nos afrontan por hacer demasiado, producir mas que se necesita, 
partir en todos sentidos al mismo tiempo—en otras palabras, por saturandose con musica y texto 
y performance y imagenes y comida. Y alii, por algun parte entre los chistes obscenos y la retorica 
cultista semi-seria, esperamos encontrar una cuenta que vale la pena de vivir. 

























BROWN CORNER: ^APPEARANCES DECEIVE" (ENGLISH) 

You probably already know Kahlo as the famous Mexican painter whose self-portraits 
combined surrealism, indigenous Mexican imagery, thick eyebrows, a lush color-palette... 
and monkeys. 

What you might not know is that Kahlo's body had a difficult and complicated history; 
she was born with polio, which made one of her legs much thinner than the other. During 
her teens, she was involved in a collision between a bus and a trolley, which crushed and 
punctured most of her body and left her in a body cast. Her spine, collarbone, pelvis, ribs, and 
right foot were only a few of the parts of her body that would never be the same. Even after 
her recovery, the damage left her disfigured and in chronic pain. Oh, and one of those trolley 
poles pretty much went straight through her crotch and punctured her uterus. 

What you probably don't know is that Kahlo's husband, artist Diego Rivera, kept her dresses 
away from the public eye for 50 years. Kahlo's dresses were one of her hallmarks during 
her life, featuring indigenous/peasant Mexican styles of dress at a time when upper-class 
Mexicans were dressing like Europeans. The decision to keep these garments under lock and 
key was partially to prevent them from being sold off or mistreated during the first few years 
after her death, but it also had to do with what these dresses revealed about Kahlo's intimate 
life. And just this fall, the Museo Frida Kahlo has announced that they are finally showing her 
dresses to the public in a major new exhibition. 

And so, you get Kahlo's drawing, "Las Aparencias Enganan" (Appearances Deceive), which 
we've re-drawn here. Kahlo's was a body that was broken and put back together, punctured 
and sutured, chronically in pain, malformed, fragile, scarred, able to conceive but never able 
to carry to term. And in this drawing you see Kahlo's body as if through an X-ray: a reinforced 
bodice holding her torso in place, one leg thinner than the other, and a thin stream of blood 
running down one thigh (a hallmark of Kahlo's painting). But then there's the flouncy 
silhouette of her dress, hanging around her body like a protective force-field. Kahlo always 
had her dresses custom-tailored, using the elements of indigenous women's traditional dress 
to keep her broken body from public eyes. 

For La Mission, we read this as a powerful metaphor for Latina/o experience and how we 
respond to it. Latin-American identity can be celebrated as "hybrid" and "syncretic," but the 
experience can also be one of fragmentation, dislocation, and loss. The violence of European 
colonialism in the Americas has left gaps and contradictions in Latina/o life-narratives—post¬ 
colonial fractures that don't heal but only develop scars—and this has only intensified with 
inter-American mass migrations driven by poverty and violence. There are no pure origins, 
no noble families. Just oral family histories with both too much and not enough information. 

But the response to such brokenness can be like Frida's dresses. For many Latina/os, these 
historical injuries inspire a kind of aesthetic overproduction that fills in and covers the gaps 
without pretending to fix anything. The gothic lettering and lush artwork of Latin tattoos, 
for example, or the pencil-browed neo-Andalusian intensity of chola makeup could be 
understood as a kind of aesthetic scar-tissue, smoothing over dislocated bodies and providing 
a life-story you can live with. Earlier in history, the flamboyant dress of pachucos, with their 
zoot suits and snappy hats, aspired to a world of glamor and smooth sociality that covered 
over much harsher realities. Like Frida's dresses, this overproduction at the bodily surface 
provides a kind of armor for a body that has suffered the depredations of racism, classism, 
sexism, etc... 

We recognize this protective, overproductive reflex in the work of La Mission. We seek to 
redress the problems we face by doing too much, making more than we need, setting off in 
every direction at once, going too far—in other words, saturating ourselves with music and 
text and performance and images and food. Somewhere, amid the cum-beard jokes and semi- 
serious cult rhetoric, we hope to find a story that's worth living. 
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MAKE FUN OF PEOPLE FOP- BEING INTELLECTUALS. 

THREE, DON'T LET ANYONE TAKE YOUR FINGERPRINTS., 

FOUR, PONT PLAY WITH GUNS, EVEN SAUIRT SUNS. FIVE, 

PONT PIPE,IN THE OPEN BEP OF A TRUCK OR YOUMlGUT 
FLY OUT AND PIE LIKE THAT HAPPY COUPLE AT THE 
KIBBUTZ. BACK IN 'SI. SIX, BEWARE A CENT PROVOCATEURS. 

THEY WERE ALL VALUABLE LESSONS, ANP YET, 

THEY SEEMEP ARBITRARY ANP PlSCONNECTEp TO ME- 
THE LARGER MORAL FRAMEWORK ANP MEANING OF^ 

LIFE REMAINEP A MYSTERY. TT Ml CRT HAVE FOREVER 
HAP IT NOT BEEN FOP KALX, NINETY POINT SEVEN , 

ON THE PI AL. THAT WAS WHERE X LEAPNEP DIGNITY 
RESPECT, ANP UNDERSTATING- XT TOOK THE ENTIRE. 

STATION STAFF TO HAMMER IN WJHAT MY PARENTS 

HAP ONLY HINTEP. N0W ' BUT KALX 'JSED TO BE 

LOCATEp AT THE LAWRENCE HALL OF SCIENCE,l/PON 
TOP OF THE BERKELEY HILLS. IN THE CORNER OF 
THE LAWRENCE HALL SNACKBAR, NEXT TO THE 
VENPING: MACHINES, HUGE PLATE GLASS WINDOWS 
P fPLAYEP BUNKING LIGHTS ANP WHIRLING MOTORS. 
JUST ONE MORE SCIENTIFIC EXHIBIT, EXCEPTTHIS 
ONE HAP HUMANS IN IT. A REALUVE RAPID STATION- 
UKE ALL P!SPLAYS UP AT THE HALL, IT WAS NVTERACtIVE. 

"p!^ ^I^NS^X'P^MPEIMJ^RACING IN: 
PLAY BLACK FLAG VTLAY THE RAMONES" I PUS HEP 
THE BUTTON BUT THE ONLY THING TO COME OUT WAS 

BAp'^SI^E^AIp^yOU^Ar^PLAY^IT'.' 
.. ONCE TP GOTTEN IN THE POOR, X PIPNT LET XT 
CLOSE ON ME AGAIN. S00N,X UJAS THERE EVERY 
SPARE HOUROF THE PAY, FILING RECORPS ANP BUGGING 
THE POOR, FOLKS TUST TRYING TO POTHElR SHOWS. 

pegging FOR ATTENTION, 

X BECAME THE KALX POG. 

MY BARENTS HAP ALWAYS BEEN SUPPORTIVE, 

EOT KEPT OUT OF MV PERSONAL BUSINESS. LESS OUT 
$F PERMISSIVENESS, X THINK, THAN THE FACT THAT 
THEIR OWN PARENTS HAP NEVER GIVEN THEM THE 
PRNACY THAT KIP’S NEEP. AS A RESULT, I WAS INPEPEN” 
PENTANP SELF-ASSUREP. BUTX UJAS ALSO A SNOT' 
NOSEP BRAT WITH NOXPEA OF HOWTO LIVE OR HOW 
TO TREAT OTHERS. MY NEW FAMILY WAS ALSO 
INCREPIBLY SUPPORTIVE, FIRST XUST BY TAKING ME 
SERIOUSLY AT ALL, THEN LATER BY TAKING ME INTO 
THEIR CONRPENCE ANP UNPER THElR WINGS. BUT 
THE KALX FAMILY WAS PIFFERENT. MORE SAPPY, 
MORE PI VERSE, MORE VOLATILE, MORE SENSITIVE. „ 
,3 HjAT WAS THAT LAST SONG YOU PlAYEP?';x ASKEP 
XUSTJNE ONE PAY. "XT REALLY SUCKED'! 

SHE SNAPPED AT ME. "YOU PONT NEEP TO TELL „ 
MjETFIixs uglt AlP ' IT ^ LIKE TEU ' IN6 ' Y0U * HEft 

.SHE HAP TO SIT ME DOWN ANP EXPLAIN THE 
DIFFERENCE BETWEEN BEING HONEST ANP TUST BEING 
RUPE. XT WAS HARD TO UNDERSTAND, BECAUSE IN MY 
FAMILY CRITICIZING SOMEONE'S TASTE WASWT CON¬ 
SIDERED RUPE. OF COURSE, |N MY FAMILY WE HAP 
PRETTY SIMILAR STANDARPi, SO XT WAS USUALLY 
SOMEONE ELSE WHO RECEIUEpTHE CRITICISM. 


JUSTINE USED A BAP EXAMPLE, BECAUSE NONE OF . 
MY MOMS PRESSES WERE UGLY TO ME. BUT THAT WAS 
THE POINT. EVERYONE HAS PlFFERENT FAMILIES, 
DIFFERENT STANDARDS, ANP PlFFERENT TASTES. 

NOEL CORNERED ME ONE PAY WITH A JOAN 
ARMATRAPINC ALBUM. "TS THIS YOUR WORK?'; SHE 

THE COVER WAS BARELY VISIBLE UNPERNEATH , 
THE SCRAWLING- OF A HUGE BLACK MARKER. A PRVNK 
COOKING- FISH, THE LOGO OF MY FAVORITE BANP. THE 
SAME FISH WHICH LOOKED ON FROM SCRAWLED^ 
DRAWINGS ON MY SHIRT, MY HANP, ANP MY SHOES. 

I'D TAKEN THE LIBERTY OF BEAUTIFYING SOME OF 
THE KALX LIBRARY, RECORPS SO LAUGHABLY STUPID 
LOOKING THAT NO ONE WOULD EVER WANT TO PLAY 
THEM. AS IT TURNED OUT, X'D PlCKEP THE MOST 
POPULAR RECORPS AT THE STATION. ^ 

"DON'T STOP WRITING ON THEM" SAID NOEL. BUT 
HAVE RESPECT. USE A SMALLER PEN" _ 

X LEARNED FAST, THINGS X'P NEVER LEARNED 
FROM MY PARENTS OR SCHOOL. JUSTINE TAUGHT ME 
HOW TO SLIP CUE ANP BACK ANNOUNCE, HOW TO MAKE 
TAPE SPLICES ANP LOOPS. SHE ALSO TOLD ME BRAVE 
ANP MATTER OF FACT ABOUT BEING RAPED- POUG 
TOLp ME ABOUT HIS TIME IN VIETNAM- HE ALSO 
TAUGHT ME HOW TO SEGUE SMOOTHLY BETWEEN 
CARTS, TVRNTABLES, ANP REEL TO REEL. XT WAS AIL 
PART OF THE LEARNING PROCESS, ANP THE PROCESS 
OP BECOMING PART OF THE KALX FAMILY. 

TOEY DESOTO WAS THE STATION BAP BOX- ^ 
ALTERNATELY CHASTISED ANP ADMIRED FOR BREAK¬ 
ING EVERY RULE IN THE BOOK. HE PRANK A CASE OF 
BEER ANP PLAYED FLIPPER UVE TAPES FOR HOURS , 
ON END WITHOUT EVEN SAVING THE REQUIRED HOURLY 
STATION IDENTIFICATION. H(S CONSTANT STREAM OF 
OBSCENITIES WAS THE REASON THE BOX MOUNTED IN 
THE SNACK BAR WAS NOW TUNED, NOT TO KALX, BUT 
KBLX, THE LOCAL EASY LISTENING CHANNEL. JOEY , 
EPITOMIZED MUCH OF WHAT IS GREAT, AND USUALLY 
MISSING, FROM RADIO. BUT X DIDN'T ADMIRE HIM, 
EVEN IF WHAT THEY SAID ABOUT LYDIA LUNCH ANP 
THE LAWRENCE HALL BATHROOM WAS TRUE. X . 
ADMIRED RON WJURTZ, THE SOFTSPOKEN TALK SHOW 

^^LiKE^RON'S SHOW ENOUGHTO WAKE UP AND 
WALK ALL THE WAY UP THE HILL EARLY SUNDAY ^ , 
MORNING WHEN THE BUSSES HADN'T STARTED TO RUN. 
RON KNEW HOW TO TALK, BUT ALSO HOW TO LISTEN. 

HIS OUALITIES BROUGHT OUT THE QUALITIES IN RADIO 
WHICH MAKE IT UNIQUE. THE INTIMACY OF BEING 


Stolen from Cometbusl 
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ALLOWED INSIDE SO MANY HOMES,THE ANONYMITY 
OF BEING HEARD ANP NOT SEEN, THE GIVE AND TAKE 
AND TEASE WITH THE LISTENERS OVER THE AIR ANP _ 
THE PHONE LINES. XT WASN'T JUST PERFORMING LIKE 
JOEY DESOTO'S ONE MAN SHOW. A DYNAMIC, OVER¬ 
BEARING PERSONALITY DRAWS YOU IN BYSTRENGTH^ 
OF CHARACTER ALONE. THAT'S AN EXCITING AND IMPORT¬ 
ANT PART OF RADIO, BUT NOT WHAT MAKES IT DIFFERENT 
FROM ALL OTHER MEDIUMS. RON WAS A MASTER.AT 
STIMULATING conversation and moops and IDEAS, 
NOT JUST CONTROLLING THEM. X THOUGHT IT WAS 
FUNNY TO KEEP HANGING UPON ANNOYING CALLERS ^ 
WHEN X CO'HOSTEPTHE SHOW, BUT RON TOLD ME TO 
STOP "NO ONE WANTS TO HEAR JUST YOUR VOICE FOR 


OTHER IMPORTANT LESSONS IN LIFE. THE MISFITS 
STOLE A BUNCH OF ANIMAL SKULLS OUT OF ONE OF 

the Lawrence hall of science display cases, 

ALMOST RESULTING IN KALX GETTING KICKED OUT. 
REALLY TOUGH,GUYS. black FLAG CAME AND STOLE ^ 
ALL THE TSOL RECORDS. THEY WERE LATER RETRIEVED 
AT ANOTHER RADIO STATION, IN THE URINAL. WHY. - ? 
BECAUSE TSOL UJORE MAKEUP HMMM. HUSKER PU 
CAME TOO, ANP THEY WERE NICE, BUT THEIR ROADIE 
WAS THE ONE TO ILLUSTRATE AN IMPORTANT MAXIM- „ 
XT WAS NONE OTHER THAN P. BOON. HE SAT EATING 
FRIED CHICKEN, PRINKING BEER AND JUST LAUGHING 
ANP LAUGHING, SAYING SOMETIMES XT!S BETTER JUST 
TO BE ALONG FOR THE RIPE. 

THERE WERE OTHERS. OTHER BANPS,OTHER PAYS, 
AMP MANY MANY OTHER PJ'S. X STUCK AROUND THERE 
FOR YEARS,THROUGH TRAINING, OFFICIAL ANP UN¬ 
OFFICIAL, ANP EVEN WENT TO THE KALX SOFTBALL 
GAMES. BUT X NEVER GOT A HANDLE, NO COOL ON-AIR 
NAME LIKE "ACNE KlNG"OR"THE TEENAGE TROTSKY'.' 

X NEVER PIP BECOME A DISC JOCKEY MYSELF. X LOVED 
BEING PART OF XT, BUT PERHAPS UKE P- BOON, X WAS 
HAPPIEST BEHIND THE scenes. 
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JOBS ARE: 



MOST JOBS ARE USELESS— 

OR WORSE! 

Sure, there’s work that needs to be done if 
we want to live well. But even useful jobs 
waste a lot of time shuffling papers and 
satisfying arbitrary company procedures. 
A lot of work is utterly worthless: war 
production, making wasteful & toxic things, 
advertising, iasurance, banking, real estate. 

WE WANT DIGNITY (NOT 
BULLSHIT!) 

We don’t just get income from work, we 
also get self-respect —or at least we expect 
to. We want the dignity that comes from 
pulling our own weight, not the abuse, 
boredom and threats to our health and 
sanity that most jobs impose. 

JOBS ARE AN ASS-BACKWARDS 
WAY OF ORGANIZING WORK 

The job. or wage-slavery, co-opts our basi¬ 
cally sound human desires to contribute to 
society. Jobs pit us against each other for 
“scarce” work, even when it’s obvious that 
there are plenty of important things going 
undone. The power attributed to money 


keeps us from considering unpaid work as 
“real work.” From so-called women’s work 
(maintaining the home, raising children, 
i.e. new workers), to volunteer labor in its 
many forms, meaningful work often lacks 
respect —and pay. When we define “real 
work” as that which is paid, the important 
things in life (family, arts, fun) are de¬ 
graded and undervalued. 

WE HAVE BETTER THINGS TO 
DO THAN WORK! 

Jobs keep us from doing things that are 
meaningful to us. Whether it’s playing 
music, writing, cooking, socializing, reading, 
fixing things, losing ourselves in contem¬ 
plation or just plain goofing off, there are 
countless better ways to pass our time than 
on the job. 

WHEN YOU GO TO WORK, YOU 
GIVE UP A LOT 

You don’t just trade your time for money, 
you lose any say over what work is done, 
why. and how it’s organized. Freedom of 
speech or assembly, basic American rights, 
don’t exist on the job. And in some cases 
you give up your health, or even your life. 


We don't want more enforced 
powerlessness and misery. It's 
time to drastically REDUCE the 
work-week (the 10-hour week 
sounds like a good beginning!) 
and that means severing the link 
between work and income. After 
ail these decades of "progress,” 
isn't it time that we all enjoyed 
the fruits of automation? Isn't it 
time we control our own lives 
and create a life worth living, 
reducing burdensome work to a 
minimum, and erase the perverse 
distinction between useful and 
pleasurable activity? 

Respond on back of $50 bill and send to: 

Committee for Full Enjoyment 

A SUBSIDIARY OF THE ANTI ECONOMY LEAGUE OF SAN FRANCISCO 

C/o 41 Sutter St. ti\S29 
San Francisco. CA 94104 


NO. WE DON’T WANT JOBS! 










SCRIPT VERSUS PERFORMANCE TEXT 

During my many years as a performer, both professional 
and otherwise. I've noticed increasing laziness and a 
tendency towards over-explanation in the vast majority 
of performance work. I believe this is due to both a 
lack of self-confidence by the artist herself and a lack 
of collective confidence by the audience and public 
at large. It goes without saying (I will say it anyway) 






performance/ART 001 
A Non-Aristotelian Drama in Five Parts 

by Mandie O'Connell/Knuckle Cartel 


Note: This performance 
events. 


‘xt is 


based on a satirical film that is loosely based on actual 




Another h^otes^ny characters' resemblance to actual people is fully intentional. 

Another Another Note: The following perfprman^text is written to be read. It does not 
represent the live performance. j 
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i room is a 


. ACT III 

SCUM RISES TO THETOP \ 

i 

We are looking intd, we pre in, and we are all at once paftpf a very small ropm. In if 
clothing rack full of identical sheerMennonite-style djessef^ejgarejsevercdhooks that suspend 
Mennonite-style caps in the air. There js a huge pile of brand-less sneakers thapare ‘sprays ainted 
gold. Two naked women stand intheiceyter ofthf room./'They are'fmply standing, doing nothing, 
as if waiting for a bus. There is a third woman (elegantly named Diana Christiansen) dressed in a 
conservative navy-blue women's suit. She looks slack jawed at the naked women. Diana repeats 
several smal I0mu rkslrpwhich she adfCTsTshpr Cbthing in a vfguelf^xyal manner. Tpenaked 


1 ay any attention to Diana. nThey breathe in an identical rhythm^ which, 
'd and rhythmic, is not at all biologically natural.. 


Woman O 



clothe; 



wtcv 

that we have your 

hJJJT 


The naked women dress one another. The action is simple and matter-of-fact. When they are 
done, they face the audience in silence. 

Pause. 

Laila/Nake^LyWorn 
I mean. 



Laila and Mandie face the 
Pause. 


S’f- f Th^re, thejrel 
] egin their strange breathing pattern again. 


Diana: This "rising action" is making me wet. My navy blue ladies' business suit was a 
strategic purchase. You cannot see how drenched my bottom is right now. The darkness 
of my navy blue ladies' business suit masks my moist muncher very well, but I do assure 
you, my ass is absolutely, positively drenched. 









Lai 1 a & and ie: She will win an Oscar for this. 

Diana: l%ifghf<uncontrollably 
Laija & Mandie: laugh uncontrollably 

' ^^rfcMa^fthe three women stretch^their arms to the heavens! 
stretbh their arms to the heavens. 

/ aW P PSp „ , 

(A Mhm awkwardly enters the performanc&§p€ce. He is Pablo burfie is also not Pablo. He may or 
fkay not be aman. He look$-at£)iana and the Naked Mennonifds r wiih their arms outstretched. 
Hgjslcqyly, awkwardly copies the: gesture:^Diana pcrtices^ him‘4ndlhacks herfh$s up to him quite 
aggressively. Hie is overwhelmed and on/dhe verge of tears. Opiand pullNMs arms down and 
shoves his hands under her skirt. He feels her wet bottom, smells his hand,makes a generic facial 
expression, and wipes the moisture off an his panLkg—Diana stands upjthppves the Man. 

\ \ v x\ n h /—) fn j 

Dianav\All I want out of life is a 30 share and a 20 rating. 

And to fuck those two women.- 

To be totally honest. 


NJjan: Speaking in extreme monotone 
Whoever you KDALLY are. , 
DtMia^flchQ<4 right!? I cannot 
thing! I i—t 


Mha: You hav^ masculine temperament. 

Dic)r^i: I arouse quickly, c^nsumnj^eyremati/reiy, and c; 



r , Di^ana Christiansen. Faye Dunaway, 
men haVe told me4hat\es>cact same 


he office! 
ur work. 



wait to get my clothes back 


»i/ahd get out of the bedroom and back to 
Man: You are inept at everything'ekpept yc_ 

/piana:, I know, right!? pjn goddamr^ GOOD^at my work. All I desire is a 30 share and 
a 20 rating. And to fuck those two women. If I am being tp±a^y,j^npletely honest. 
What's so wrong with that? 

Mau; Every thi^a^o thing. 

Lailasand Mandie undress one another. They talk ifaturaTtfj/to one apyp^rDiyqn you help me with 
this tie, will you ham^rnejhat other: d/epis my cap on straight, etc./." They then put on another 
pair of identical sheer Mennonite dr^es. As Diana watches them, a stream of fluid flows down 








her legs and a puddle pools at her feet. 

Man: Diana. Faye. Whoever you are: You will win 1 an Oscar ferThis, 

Diana: I know. I'm fucking GOOD at my job. As Diana AND as Faye. Whoever the 
fuck they are. 

I am Television Incarnate, a Media Medusaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! 

Oh MAN, this "rising action" is driving me absolutely wild! 


Laila and Mandie, in new dresses, face the audience and resume their weird breathing pattern. 

The Man gets down on his hands and knees and laps up the puddle at Diana's feet. More and 
more water sprays out of her skirt, and the Man gets totally drenched. 


Diana repeats a fractured phrase, not knowing what she really wants. Or knowing and not being 
able to say it. 










Diana: All I Want out of life is a.. ..uhmfT. ..is a.. ..all D_ 

Ii 

t^Man by his hair and kill him. He leapesjfhe stage. They stand on either 


Laila and Ma 
side of Diana-fin 




ACT I 




BROTHERS AND SISTERS, GATHER ROUND 

We are looking into, we are in,(find we-are nit at once pc TbvfdffierfiTpiall room. It is dark and 
claustrophobic now\ Perhdps there is %moke. Wljere theri is\smjoke, tkfire is fire. So there must 
also be fire. fliTou^t^ smoke w'£ see a large group ofpeopfeyTlfey are massed in sheer Mennonite 
dresses, caps, and goWTsnfiakers. They are doing some kind of gzpiijl movement series, small but 
difficult, anljtffTTfiare very sweaty. There is a person standing i&ffiarfipf them. He is Pablo and 
he is not Pablo,. He may or may not be a "he". He is or cl esfrathj^^Choral movements but not 
doing them hijfiself. 

Cult Leader: EXPOSE YOURSELVES! 

Chorus: They expose-themselves ip variau&WUys. 

Cult Leader: SCREAM! 

Chorus: /£ph/ screafi lazily, half-heartedly, like tin 
Cult Leader: KTl£ YOUR CA$TOm Y(juR 



CAPITAL! 
Chorus: 

This is "Met OneT 


chorus speaks in unison unless itherwii 

*W' 



YOUR DRAGON LORD 


This is "Exposition". 


Singer: 
Hearts! 
Chorus: 
Cult Leadi 


J ] 


, This is "Manifesto". 

This is a beginning. A big bang. A birthplace. Blah. 




ip a Church Choir The Sermon from the Steps of Zigurrat in our 

7 ■' ' ' IB 



HHHHHHH 

ispers We are al 

system j . , ,, 

Chorus: whisfiers'Wk are all always, always beirjg gnash 
corrupt End sickening, vile syste^^^l^ 

Cult Leader: EXPOSE YOURSILV^I^^ / 

Chorus: WITH PLEASURE AND GRATITU1 



t and vile 


th of a most 


They bare their necks, opening their jugular veins to the sky. This position is extremly painful 
to hold. Alas, they hold it for a long time, waiting for their leader to tell them they can stop. 
Cult Leader leaves the stage to talk with a pretty person in the audience while the Chorus strain 
and sweat, their jugular veins pulsing, bodies strained and pained. Mandie and Laila - as the 
Naked Mennonites 1 & 2 - enter the space through the window. They carry many knives and 
delicately press them to the necks of the chorus. The actiemfis^ ^r^ Qlm t, it is somehow kind, 
simple, beautiful and merciful. The charismatic leader return's; toTh^age, having convinced the 
audience member to join the chorus. The audience member spots the Naked Mennonites with 
their knives, screams, and exits the space. The Cult Leader cryes o\ 



Cult Leader: SCREAM, BROTHERS, SCREAM! 



























Chorus: screams CAPTORS! 

Cult Leader: SING, SISTERS, SING! 

Chorus: sings ENSLAVERS! 

Cult Leader: KILL YOUR CAPTORS! KILL YOUR ENSLAVERS! KILL YOUR DRAGON 
LORDZZZZZ OF THE DOOOOOM DESERT! 

Chorus: HUZZAH!!!!! BLAH BLAH BLAH GRUMM GRUMBLE HUBUBBBBBBB... 
ETC. 


Laila and Mandie calmly wait to speak until it is 
few minutes, but they wait withou 


7/M 


uteftfTfuiet in the room. This could take a 
| or irritation. They speak the following text calmly, and 


We're gonna strip you nekkid. Goftna check all your body cavities. 


Lait 

Gonna give you a shower. Gonna give you, 
and adowel. You at hor^e'^ 
us now. You at home 
US NOmJfoV fsT H 


uWmd^yoSSjnome w' 

Cidt^Leader: joins you at home with us 
T you at home with us... 



Dag. Gonna give you a clean sheet 
a, understand me? You at home with 
at, home with us now. YOU AT HOME WITH 

ith us now. you at home with us. you at home with 

ome with us. you at home with us 


7fl 


die) having h\ 



, everypndggw^' slit their throats. When they "die" the 
feave tJurperformance area. Laila and Mandie save Cult 
fpufphim in a Mennonite Dress, cap, ungf sneakers. They teach him 
how to breathe in their subrange pattern. Thetfiee of them face the 



istiansen enters. She is dresse'i 
T^jfpow and arrow behind her 

■aws the&rzpw. m 


Staked, Menno] 
dMs a whol 


We are looking 


f'6h\ 




slowly towards 
. her mouth, like a stuck 


ACT V 

MADIAS HELL 


atm comically tall podiumTPerhaps we can 01 
Luis, but is ndftuis. Howard Beale is drei 



room. Howard Beale is 
The narrator stands 
narrator is dressed like 


not Pablo. 


Narrator: 


This ^yas-ihe story of Howard Beale. 



ters. 




Howam Beale coughs Ahem! 


Sits Down. 

HowarctBeaie cdugh^Ahem! Ahem! 

^peale looks at the audience. 

Howark Btixle fbok^fat the audience. He coughs: Ahem! Ahem! 
Ahem! 







Howard Beale is MAD. 

Howard Beale doesn't have to tell you things are bad. Everybody knows that already. 
HB: You're getting it all wrong. 

Narrator: Oh. I'm sorry, Howard Beale. Go ahead. 

A very long silence. 

A stagehand who is trying not to he seen runs out, puts a microphone in front ofHB, places a light 
on him and then runs awkwardly away , still trying despeftittly' not to he seen. The stagehand 
moves low to the ground , like a scared cat. 

Howard Beale look&a^ the audience and begins to speak , slpwly and quietly. He will eventually 
move , and take the microphone with him. The stagehand will have to run out and move the light 
for him and then sciirry awax) again. The pace of this nionologudis like a pot of,water slowly 
coming to hoil. If possible, people should get up and loudly lem?e s the audience during Hbrnard 
Beale's speech , saying shit under their hreath as they leave. 

V Y?. V 

HB: I don't have to tell you things are bad. Everybody; knows things are bad. It's a 
depression. Everybody's out of work or scared of/losing their job. The dollar Miys a 
nickel's worth, banks are going bust, shopkeepers keep a gun under the counter. Punks 
are running wild in the street and there% nobody faiwwjwe Who seems ttWknow what 
to do, and there's no end to it. We know the air is unfittcTbreathe and our food is unfit to 
eat, aapdr^e sit watching our TV's while some locaEnewscaster tells us that today we had 
fifteen homicides and spct^-three violent crimes, as if that's the way it's supposed to be. 
We know things are bad - worse than bad. They're crazy. It's like everything everywhere 
is going pfazy, so we dop't go o'ut anymore. We sit in the house, and slowly the world 
we are liVing in is getting smaller, and all we say is, ,Please, at least leave us alone in 
our living rooms. Let me have my toaster and my TV and my steel-belted radials and I 
won't say anything. Just leave us alone.' Well, I'm not gonna leave you alone. I want you 
to get mad! I don't want you to protest. I don't want you to riot -1 don't want you to write 
to your congressman because I wouldn't know what to tell you to write. I don't know 
what to do about the depression and the inflation and the Russians and the crime in the 
street. All I know is that first you've got to get mad. You've got to say, ,I'm a HUMAN 
BEING, God damn it! My life has VALUE!' So I want you to get up now. I want all of you 
to get up out of your chairs. I want you to get up right now and go to the window. Open 
it, and stick your head out, and yell, ,I'M AS MAD AS HELL, AND I'M NOT GOING TO 
TAKE THIS ANYMORE!' I want you to get up right now, sit up, go to your windows, 
open them and stick your head out and yell - ,I'm as mad as hell and I'm not going to 
take this anymore!' Things have got to change. But first, you've gotta get mad!... You've 
got to say, ,I'm as mad as hell, and I'm not going to take this anymore!' Then we'll figure 
out what to do about the depression and the inflation and the oil crisis. But first get up 
out of your chairs, open the window, stick your head out, and yell, and say it: „I'M AS 
MAD AS HELL, AND I'M NOT GOING TO TAKE THIS ANYMORE. 


At some point during the speech , Howard Beale starts to have a temper tantrum , like a toddler, 
rolling around on the floor and crying and kicking things. He loses his self-control and has a fit. 


Narrator: Howard Beale throws a tantrum. 
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Howard Beale is breathless and tired, he runs out of energy to yell and scream and carry on. He 
takes some time to pick himself off the ground and dust himself off, readjust his tie, glasses, hair, 
etc... 


Mandie, Laila, Cult Leader, and Diana ehter through the window as the Naked Mennonites. 
Howard sees them and puts his hands up in the air. The Naked Mennonites shoot Howard Beale 
dead. The performer playing Howard leaves the space. 


Narrator: 

That was the story of How 
He won an Oscar for thaj 
On behalf of Ho\yard 
ahem, thank the Acadi 


„ . . 

5eale. Ahem. 

. Ahem. 

f£er Finch, Whoever You Are, Ahem. I would like to, 
, and- 


The Naked Mennonites shoot fhe naydtor d^dHTHejm^ormer leaves the space. 


Long Pause. j c f > 

The Naked Mennonites enact i nturder suicvd^ The} 

A sitcom-style "Round of Applause" s<yyf^JA'ac\cue ptyy^for 
A black curtain is slowly drawn or qivbped in front ofti 
still trying not to be seen pulling theroveforAhe c\ 
carrying a sign that reads "Denouenjenti " crossed the sta< 

\ 


rfarmers leave the space, 
a very long time. 

dience. We see the stagehand who is 
before the curtain closes, a monkey 


:tii 

1ETHING 

We alre som^whpfe. Something happens, or it doesn't. Life goes on. 


SOMETH! 


vCT IV 

sfG. SOMETHING 


We are somewhere else\ Some other! people are there. Something happens. Surely, 

\ something must happen. 

What the fuck is this shit? 

(fant my money back. 


FIN. 


Background images by Christina Ramberg and Vanessa Baird. 


























